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Summary:
She had to claw her way into his rib cage and make herself a home there, lest she'd never have a home at all.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
Ashley wasn't really sure what she was expecting, honestly. Andrew had been changing, subtly and slowly. He had barely even flinched as they were cutting their parents' bodies into more manageable bits. And he'd been… jokey, with her, again.

That part was nice. She'd been a little terrified that the vision they'd shared might send him back three hundred steps, but Andrew had not shied away from her at all. In fact, he held her closer, smiled more, and was all around… more present.

It was unsettling. Maybe she should feel a little bad about that, feeling like getting what she'd wanted from him all along was unsettling. Ashley couldn't help it. What she wanted and what she was used to were two very, very different things. Andrew — Andy — was predictable. Easy to follow. She knew how to make him listen, how to get under his skin, and how to comfort him in a way that would make him stay.

Andrew doing the staying on his own was so far removed from what she ever expected, she wasn't sure how to deal with it.

For so long, Ashley had spent her time trying to figure out how to make sure he wouldn't abandon her. Everyone else in her life always did, so she refused to let it happen to Andy. Anything was fair game — it didn't matter what she had to do to make sure of his place by her side. Andrew was everything to her.

And now, just like that, it seemed she'd finally figured it out. Entirely by accident. With their parents out of the way, with the rest of their lives clearly going to be spent together on the run, Andrew was in it for the long haul. When he'd hugged her on the bridge, after making a joke out of chucking their parents burnt skulls out to sea, he'd given her the most tender look Ashley could ever remember.

Ashley was floored. Her brain was struggling to keep up with this new development, convinced that something was going to go wrong before she figured out what she was doing right.

Sitting up on the couch and staying up, unable to sleep, was usually Andrew's thing, but Ashley found herself staring at the wall instead that night. The newest motel they'd found was a bit of an upgrade from the last one. Somehow. This TV actually worked most of the time — with cable — and the wallpaper was stuck firmly to the walls.

Moving up in the world, or something.

Shifting on the couch, Ashley brought her knees up and wrapped her arms around them. She really, really didn't know what she had expected. Every time, lately, she'd said something off-color, as Andrew used to put it, he'd taken it in stride. When she made scathing remarks about other girls, he shrugged them off. When she'd said that he was hers only, he'd agreed with the sentiment completely.

I chose you, he reminded her, as if it were that simple. It left Ashley confused and dumbfounded. She'd been asking him to choose her for her entire life, after all. Now that he claimed he'd done so — how long would it last? How much could she trust him?

She'd trusted him back with their parents, and he'd proven himself then. She'd been trying to trust him, to the best of her ability, since. Ashley just didn't know what that was supposed to look like.

He'd told her, before, that nothing was ever good enough for her. That no matter what, she'd always be convinced that he was going to leave. Maybe he was right, much as she didn't want to admit it. Maybe there really wasn't anything anyone could possibly do to ease her worries.

Because that's what it really was. Much as she hid it, much as she'd never let Andrew know, she was terrified. Without Andrew, she'd have nothing. She'd be nothing. So she had to claw her way into his rib cage and make herself a home there, lest she'd never have a home at all.

"Ashley," the most familiar voice in the world called out, startling her. "Come back to bed." Andrew's voice was thick and groggy; he was probably still in the in-betweens of sleep.

Ashley gave the wall a wry smile. "I will soon," she said. Whether or not that was a lie had yet to be seen.

A few moments of silence passed, and Ashley assumed her brother had fallen back asleep. It was sweet, in a way, that he'd woken up to ask her to come back to bed. Something in her stomach fluttered. She wanted to be the first thing he thought of, always. It was the only way she'd ever feel safe.

She sighed quietly, leaning her face into her knees and closing her eyes. Something was really wrong with her. Besides the whole — the whole murder, and cannibalism thing, anyway. Why was Andrew never enough for her? She'd made sure they were tied together forever, now. They'd committed so many atrocities there was no way he could ever assimilate back to normal. Yet here she was, still trying to figure out how to be sure he could never leave.

Maybe she really should just kill herself. It might be a little easier. Andrew would go out with her, she was sure. He'd mentioned it enough times.

Arms that she would recognize anywhere pulled her in closely, and Ashley felt the couch dip with her brother's weight. She didn't move or untangle herself, not sure if she should. Maybe she was dreaming — had she drifted off and not realized?

"Ashley," Andrew murmured into her ear. When she didn't say anything, he sighed. "Why aren't you in bed?"

Why, indeed. Ashley shifted a little, trying to put some distance between them. It was stupid, because she knew she wanted this. She craved it more than anything in the world, to be held by Andrew like this.

And yet, and yet, and yet.

She just shook her head. It wasn't like she had a real answer to give him, anyway. What was she supposed to say? I'm up because I can't figure out how to be sure you'll never leave me? He'd just get pissed. I'm up because I'm terrified of being alone, but I so desperately want you to leave so I can get the pain over with?

None of it even made sense to her, so how the hell was she supposed to explain it to him? Pointless, pointless, pointless. Ashley bit her lip hard enough to draw blood, eyes still squeezed shut so she could pretend Andrew couldn't see her at all.

When she still didn't respond, Andrew pulled her in closer so she was forced onto his lap. Almost on instinct, she curled up tighter into a ball, pretending she could find her way inside his skin.

"Talk to me," he said, in a terrible mirror of what they usually did.

Ashley shook her head again, the movement completely muffled by how hard she was pressing herself into Andrew's chest. "Don't wanna," she said, contradictory.

One of Andrew's hands rubbed soothing circles into the nape of her neck. He'd been more physically affectionate since they'd killed their parents — since that Vision of them sleeping together. He sure had a bit of a panic over it, even getting angry when she'd delightfully exclaimed never say never! She wanted it desperately to mean something. She also wasn't stupid enough to think it might.

"Well, I guess I'll just have to sleep on the couch then." Andrew didn't sound disappointed, just tired. He gently coaxed them both down on the couch, settling them into a better position to sleep.

The couch wasn't really all that comfortable. Neither was the bed they shared, Ashley thought. Even though this motel was a bit fancier, it was still a crappy motel. Comfortable sleep was never an option. Andrew, however, was comfortable.

She molded into him as if she were made to do so, easily resting her head on his chest for a pillow. His heartbeat was loud in her ear; the rhythm clear and steady. His hand moved from her neck to her hair, stroking it gently to try and coax her into sleep. His other arm was wrapped tightly around her, keeping her pulled into him.

This was… nice. Ashley was used to cuddling with Andrew — they'd been doing it for as long as she could remember — but this, like everything with him lately, was different. More intimate. It was equal parts terrifying and elating.

"Try and sleep," Andrew whispered to her. "We'll talk in the morning."

Her eyes already closed, she decided she'd humor him, just this once. Maybe the steady sound of his heartbeat would lull her into a dream.

Ashley opened her eyes with a start, jolting upright. Underneath her was no longer her brother, but the uncomfortable upholstery of the motel's couch. She panicked, reaching out blindly at the air until she caught herself.

A shaky breath, and she stood up, looking around the room. In front of her on the coffee table was a simple note, familiar chicken scratch scrawled onto the paper — Outside smoking. Come find me?

Even that was different than what she was used to. Before, Andrew would never tell her to come bother him. In fact, he often joked that a smoke break was the only time he ever got away from her.

That wasn't true, of course. There were too many times Andrew was away from her for comfort. Every time he found a new fucking whore to stick his dick in for a bit, anytime she was acting crazy, any time he just wanted to pretend he could be normal and away from her, he would go to a place she couldn't reach. And Ashley had to figure out how to pull him back before he could go too far.

She crumbled the note in her hands, shoving it into the pockets of her pajama shorts. The money they'd got from their parents was at least helpful in that regard. It was nice to sleep in pajamas again. Nodding to herself, Ashley pushed the door to the motel room open, the sun shining in her eyes.

It must've been early, with where the sun was sitting in the sky. Nobody else seemed to be out and about — though that wasn't exactly a surprise. The motel had been fairly empty, part of the reason they'd gone for it in the first place.

Andrew, however, was leaning against the railing, blowing smoke into the air. Ashley wrinkled her nose, but stepped up next to him anyway.

"Morning," she greeted, pumping bravado and cheer that she didn't feel into her voice. "Isn't it a bit early for cancer?"

Andrew rolled his eyes, but the smile on his face gave him away. "You feeling any better?" He asked instead, ignoring her question entirely.

She blinked. With an ease that came too naturally, she faked a laugh. "I don't know what you're talking about," she said, leaning against the railing with him.

It was easy to do this, maybe a little too easy. While Ashley knew Andrew wouldn't believe her, he wouldn't usually bother to push her. Then again, with how everything had changed recently, maybe she should reset her expectations.

Something inside her crumpled a little. She hated change.

Andrew's look grew a bit harder. He took another deep drag of the cigarette, and Ashley watched as the smoke disappeared into the air. "Don't give me that shit," he said. "I'm tired of you shutting me out."

Despite how harsh his words were, his eyes were soft as he looked at her. They almost looked sad.

Unfortunately, it did nothing to stop Ashley's irritation from bubbling over. She wanted to just forget all about last night — it wouldn't help her keep Andrew there. If anything, it was more likely to make him leave if he felt like she wasn't even put together enough to be left alone for a few hours. He'd grow tired of her and walk out, just as she'd always feared.

How dare he imply she was shutting him out, when she was doing this for him? She had always been open with him about what she wanted and needed. It was him. If after all this time, Andrew seriously thought she was keeping things from him, when he was all she had…

"Fuck you," she spat out, turning away from him. "Me shut you out!? Look in the goddamn mirror, asshole!"

Andrew roughly grabbed her shoulder with his free hand, turning her around. "Oh, no you don't," he said, surprisingly calm despite her outburst. "I'm here, Ashley. When are you going to understand that?"

What the hell was that supposed to mean? "Yeah, for now," Ashley scoffed. "As soon as the next fucking floozie bitch comes around—"

His hand caught her chin, forcing her to meet his eyes. "Not for now, you dumbass," Andrew said. "It's never been just for now."

Tears pricked her eyes. She was so tired of being lied to. What it would be like, to just fully believe him and sink into his words. That he was never going anywhere — that it really wasn't temporary. That Andrew, no matter what, would be here with her.

She thought of the Vision they'd seen once more together, of the clearly marked change in relationship. Would that keep him around? Would that make him want to stay?

Andrew's eyes narrowed. "I know that look," he said, caressing her bottom lip with his thumb. He didn't even seem to realize he'd made the movement. "Ashley, slow down in that damn brain of yours, and listen to me."

Listening was terrifying, so what was the point? He wanted to get her to stop freaking out — not actually reassure her of anything. Because at the end of the day, it was all the same. Leyley, and Leyley alone. Her parents hadn't wanted her, Andrew had only been there because she'd forced him, and without him, there was nobody but herself.

It was never anyone but herself.

"What's there to listen to?" She laughed bitterly, trying to avert her gaze. With Andrew's solid grip on her chin, she couldn't very well move away from him like she so desperately wanted to. Instead, her eyes darted around him, taking in all of his features as if she hadn't already had them memorized long ago.

Andrew, Andrew, Andrew.

"Ashley," he said with a sigh. His other hand dropped the cigarette butt on the ground, squashing it with his shoe as if it were second nature. "I need you to work with me here." The hand that was now free came up, and he cupped her face gently, as if she were something precious.

Wouldn't that be nice. "I am working with you," she said petulantly.

She really was. She tried to forget about the whole thing — wasn't that good enough for him? It was him who was pushing when he really shouldn't be!

This was around the time when Andrew would normally give up, and just let it go. Well, usually this wouldn't happen in the first place, but when it did, if she was agreeing with him, he'd shut up. And then they could put this whole thing behind them, and Ashley could figure out how to seduce her big brother so she could show him he really didn't need anyone else but her.

Her, her, and her alone.

But this was a new and improved Andrew. Someone different, who she wasn't used to predicting. Someone who'd hugged her tightly after they just dumped their parents' bodies into the ocean, laughed with her as she played around with him, and had woken himself up just to comfort her last night for no real reason.

What had changed? In the last few weeks, what possibly could've changed in Andrew to make him like this? The mere idea was terrifying. Change could be temporary — it was best not to rely on it.

So when Andrew gently placed his lips on top of her own, Ashley's mind short-circuited completely.

He tasted like nicotine. Probably should've been disgusting, but it was so much like Andrew she couldn't bring herself to hate it. They'd kissed before — usually innocent things, mostly as children, but this was so very different. His hands were holding her face delicately, thumbs moving against her skin. His lips were softer than she'd expected them to be, with the weather slowly starting to change and the, you know, months of starvation.

But it was Andrew kissing her. It was a chaste kiss, nothing that she would've expected based on the Vision they'd seen. He'd been so rough with her then, but this was the gentlest she could remember him being in recent years.

Before she realized what she was doing, Ashley was carding her fingers through his hair, pulling herself into him. Closer, closer, until she felt like she could inhale him directly into her lungs. The kiss stayed chaste, but she was determined to push her thoughts and feelings into him through it.

Change was terrifying, but this was one Ashley could find herself getting used to very, very quickly.

He broke the kiss after what felt like far too long and not enough close to enough time, wrapping his arms around her and burying his face into her hair. She released a breath, remembering to do so for the first time in a few moments, wrapping her arms tightly around his neck.

"I'm not doing this anymore," Andrew whispered. "No more. Ashley, I—"

Instantly, whatever peace she had was shattered. She struggled to break out of his hold, but he wouldn't budge at all. "No, no!" She practically screamed. She didn't want to hear it. She didn't.

"You stupid girl, I love you," Andrew breathed out in a rush. "Stop fighting me, god damn it. I'm not doing this anymore. Not when I don't have a reason to."

A reason to what? Her mind was spinning, but she was trying to keep up. A reason to stay with her? A reason to keep caring about her? She opened her mouth to fight, but tried to recall all of his words. He called her stupid, and then…

"Can you repeat that," she asked, mind going blank. It couldn't have been what she'd thought he'd said. There was no way.

Andrew squeezed her tightly against him. "No," he said, shaking with a bit of laughter despite the horrible situation. "You fuckin' know what I said, you bitch. What did we do last week?"

What did they do last week? "We… killed mom and dad," Ashley said, muffled into his chest. Her attempts at wriggling out of his arms had ended in failure, so she stood limply in his hold.

It wasn't the worst feeling in the world, she supposed.

"We killed mom and dad," Andrew confirmed, jokingly mocking. It was a playful tone Ashley had heard a thousand times. "Which means?"

Which means what? She struggled to follow his train of logic. When they'd eaten the cultist dude, it was because they were hungry. They hadn't really killed him. And then the next warden was because Ashley had been caught — it was self-defense. Not something they'd normally repeat.

Except then they had. Andrew had killed that worthless bitch on the third floor, and then the other warden had been killed by the demon that Ashley had summoned. The hitman was also in self-defense, and their parents…

That wasn't self-defense at all. That had just been because Ashley wanted them gone, and shockingly, Andrew had been with her on it. She still didn't know what had happened between them while she was out, grabbing the money off her card, but she had heard the tail-end of the conversation.

You fuck her. And Andrew's shocking response to it. She'd heard every emotion possible from him, being his sister and all. That wasn't a revelation. It had almost sounded like he was getting found out about something.

Which was strange, since they of course had never done anything of the sort.

"Look, you and I both know there's nowhere left for us," he said, as if that was the easiest thing to accept. Like he hadn't lost sleep over that exact same thing so many nights already. At Ashley's weak nod that he probably could barely even see, he continued. "Mom and dad are dead. Do I really have to spell this out?"

She wasn't following at all. What did their parents being dead have to do with anything, at this point? What the hell was she supposed to say to that? "Fuckin' just tell me already, you dick," she said into his chest.

Andrew chuckled. "Fine, you dumbass. There's no return to society for me. So I don't have to hold back anymore," he told her, matter-of-fact.

Hold back what? She was about to ask him, when he pushed her back just enough to kiss her on the lips again.

Just like before, it was gentle, chaste. Loving, she could almost describe it as, except there was no way—

He broke apart, resting his forehead on her own. "Do you get it now, idiot?"

She scowled. "Mom was right and you want to fuck me stupid?"

Andrew laughed lightly, his breath still smelling like nicotine and that disgusting menthol shit he insisted on smoking all the time. "Yeah, you could say that," he agreed.

Ashley's head was spinning. Back at their parents' house, he still tried to ask if they were like that. He'd gotten genuinely a bit angry with her, when she'd implied otherwise. Was he covering himself then? Waiting to see how she would react?

He had to know she wanted him in every way. That she didn't care that they were siblings, because there had never been anyone else for her. That Andrew was everything — her birthplace, where she spent all of her life, and where she wanted to be laid to rest. Where she ended, he began, and that was all it had ever been.

But maybe he wasn't sure. It wasn't like she'd ever shown much interest in sex — but that was because it didn't appeal to her unless it was with Andrew. If it wasn't with him, then it was just to get something from someone. That's all it had ever been.

"Andy," she said slowly, watching as his eyes narrowed slightly. "You can't leave me. Ever."

Andrew rolled his eyes. "Stop fuckin' calling me that, you brat," he replied. "And what did I just tell you? How many times do you need me to repeat myself?" He was still holding her, but he had tensed a bit.

It was now or never, Ashley realized. She couldn't lie to him here — that would be the end of everything. She swallowed hard, the lump in her throat painful all the way down to the pit of her stomach.

"Forever," she told him honestly. "I don't know if I'll know. So you'll just have to keep showing me forever."

That was probably the most honest she'd ever been with him. About anything, really. There wasn't anything he could do to fix the mess that was the inside of her. That was something only she could untangle, and she had no idea where to even start. Forget searching for a needle in a haystack, this was searching through the entire ocean for a specific grain of sand.

Surprisingly, he seemed to recognize it, too. His eyes softened, and he kissed her again. He pulled away far too quickly for her liking. She was really getting used to these kiss things.

"Fine. I'll tell you every fuckin' day if it means we can stop with this bullshit." He raised an eyebrow at her, as if daring her to disagree.

Ashley shifted, feeling a bit uncomfortable. Honesty. Right. She could keep up with that, for at least a bit longer. Taking a deep breath, she squeezed her eyes shut. "I don't know if I can," she said, cringing at the words. God, this was harder than she ever expected. She never wanted to do this shit again.

Andrew pulled her in close again, hugging her tightly. "You're crazy, I know," he said, as if that was supposed to make her feel better somehow. "Whatever. We'll figure it out, you fuckin' psycho."

They stayed like that for a bit, outside of their slightly less crappy motel room. Around them, the rest of the world started to wake up, too — Ashley could hear doors opening and closing, cars starting, people talking loudly as they walked around. This place wasn't horribly crowded, but it was still more people than she was used to after three months of complete quarantine.

When he finally pulled away, Ashley whined at the loss of warmth. She really felt like she was getting somewhere with him. She'd pushed herself to be a little more open, and it seemed like it was paying off. Perhaps no stupid hussy would catch his eye for the rest of the week? She'd welcome that with open arms. Maybe even consider doing this again if that's what it meant.

That train of thought led her to think of something. A wicked glint in her eye, she grinned at her big brother. "So, wanna go make that vision a reality?" She asked, watching with delight as the way his eyes flickered between her lips and her breasts before finally settling on the railing next to them.

"We haven't even eaten breakfast yet," Andrew muttered, color slowly flooding his cheeks.

It was adorable, truly, that he was still trying to resist. They still had some work to do, she supposed. That was alright.

Ashley grabbed his arm, making sure to push her boobs onto it the best she could. At the way his eyes widened, she knew she was successful. "We can get brunch later!" She exclaimed, already tugging him back towards the room. She needed him close, after all that. What better excuse was there?

If she knocked down any remaining walls, she'd win. She just knew it. And then he would never be able to find someone who could take him away from her — because she would be able to give him everything he'd ever wanted. Love, sex, affection, anything he wanted, if it meant he'd always be by her side.

When Andrew didn't protest, but instead locked the door behind them, she laughed out loud.